p 
u 


} 

£ 

c> 

^ 

o 

< 

rr 

7 

The  Assassination 

of 
Abraham  Lincoln 


Greenleaf,  C.  J. 


Excerpts  from  newspapers  and  other 

sources 


From  the  files  of  the 
Lincoln  Financial  Foundation  Collection 


"71 .  ZOC^i .  o ?T7/33 1  %Z- 


GUARDING  THE  LINCOLN  HOUSE, AT  SPRINGFIELD, 
ILLINOIS, IN  1865 


The 


time  arrived  when  I  determined  to  become  a  soldier  in  the  Union  Army 
that  was  striving  to  preserve  the  Union  under  the  leadership  of  President 
Lincoln*   I  faced  a  stern  old  recruiting  officer-   How  old  are  you-   he 
asked*   I  was  less  than  16, hut  knew  better  than  to  give  thA3  age- 

"Eighteen  years  old,"  I  responded  promptly   He  looked  me  over  with 
keen  cold  eyes.   "You  are  not  18", he  said  coldly;  "you  must  enlist  as  a 
musician-"   "Oh, I  cannot,"  I  answered, "I  do  not  know  one  note  from  another, 
and  cannot  tell  Dan  Tucker  from  the  Rock  of  Ages*1 

For  the  first  time  there  was  a  glint  of  a  smile.   "That  makes  no  diff- 
erence",he  said;  and  it  didn't, for  I  never  touched  an  instrument  while  in 
the  Army   In  how  many  ways  do  we  all  try  to  beat  the  devil  about  the  bush. 

Had  that  sergeant  said  to  me, "You  will  be  a  member  of  the  24th  Michigan, 
one  of  the  5  regiments  forming  the  Iron  Brigade;  your  regiment  will  lose  more 
men  at  Gettysburg  than  any  other  Union  regiment.   In  fact, every  man  will  be 
either  killed  or  wounded— the  Iron  Brigade  will  earn  that  title, but  they 
must  do  terrible  work  to  hold  it.  sign  here!"  Would  I  have  signed  it  .  I 
know. 

Well  in  the  spring  of  1865, the  regiment  had  been  recruited  to  full 
strength, but  it  was  never  the  old  24th  again-   Some  one  higher  up  may  have 
thought  that  we  deserved  a  rest;  be  that  as  it  may, we  were  ordered  to  report 
at  Camp  Butler, some  6  miles  from  Springfield, Illinois.   We  found  our  duty 
there  was  to  guard  a  lot  of  Southern  prisoners  ^bounty  jumpers, deserters ? and 
the  tough  elements  of  both  armies.   And  there  were  some  tough  cases, too.  We 
had  to  form  a  close  chain  guard  in  order  to  hold  them  in  check. 

One  morning  in  April  the  sergeant  came  in  and  called  two  names, mine  and 
another  soldier-   Of  course  we  came  to  attention  and  saluted-   You  two  men 
are  to  go  into  the  city  and  report;  here  are  passes  and  directions.    lake 
our  guns?"  I  asked.   "No, brush  up  the  old  uniforms;  they  will  do- 

At  the  offioe  in  the  city  we  were  told  that  we  were  to  guard  the  resi- 
dence of  Mr.  Lincoln  until  relieved-   "You  will  have  but  little  to  do,   the 
officer  said-   "Do  not  let  people  into  the  house-   Answer  all  civil  ques- 
tions-" Many  persons  came  to  look  at  the  house-   I  saw  some  of  them  shed 
•tears-  others  cursed  with  bitter  emphasis-   While  waiting, a  photographer 
came  along  and  asked  if  he  could  take  a  picture  of  the  house-   I  told  him 
that  I  had  no  orders  concerning  it. 

"Then  I  will  go  ahead"  he  said.  WMflM*   I  gave  him  a  dollar  and 
asked  him  to  send  a  print  to  my  Army  address, which  he  did-   That  was  64  years 
ago  last  April.   The  photograph  of  the  house, recently  copied  from  the  orig- 
inal, is  still  bright  and  sharp, as  this  reproduction  shows- 

If  wise, I  should  stop  right  here;  but  I  am  not  wise-   I  left  my  comrade 
in  charge  and  went  to  the  door  in  the  L,or  rear  of  the  house;  tried  it 
gently— it  yielded  and  I  went  in, holding  my  breath-   It  was  the  kitchen 
uart.and  looked  neat  and  clean- 
Then  I  went  into  the  front  part  of  the  house, and  entered  what  I  feel 
certain  was  Mr.  Lincoln's  library— books  on  three  sides  many  of  them  well 
worn-  rather  an  old  desk, open, with  pens, pencils  and  small  articles-  l 


Z)        believe  there  was  a  quill  pen.   I  was  no  saint  at  that  date  and  have 
not  gained  in  that  direction  in  all  of  the  years  since.   Property  belonging 
to  other  people  does  not  as  a  rule  attract  me;  but, really, I  had  to  fight 
the  devil  and  all  his  hosts, for  they  were  all  right  there •*■!  urging  me  to 
help  myself*   But  I  didn't  do  it — believe  it  or  not' 

I  believed  at  that  time  and  still  do, that  Mr.  Lincoln  intended  to  come 
to  the  old  home  for  a  rest  as  soon  as  he  could  leave  Washington, for  some  re- 
lief from  the  terrible  burdens  that  had  oppressed  him.   And  I  believe  that 
some  one  had  put  the  house  in  order, and  was  keeping  it  so  for  his  homecom- 
ing.  Ah, me.   It  was  a  long  time  ago, and  nearly  all  the  soldiers  have  fol- 
lowed their  great  Commander-in-Chief  to  their  eternal  rest, and  the  last  ones 
will  soon  follow* 

And  I  remember  standing  there  on  that  April  day, and  thought, "Here  I  am, 
a  tough  little  soldier, with  the  great  Civil  War  onl^a   memory  and  a  history, 
guarding  the  empty  house  of  our  great  Qommander,who  will  never  again  need 
an©  earthly  habitation*   An  this — and  I  not  yet  nineteen  years  of  age* 


C.  J.  Greenleaf 


#263  West  11th  St. , Hew  York  City 
October  1929 


In  a  subsequent  letter, Mr.  Greenleaf  says  that, so  far  as  he  knov/s,the  body 
of  President  Lincoln  was  never  in  the  house;  and  at  least  was  not  there 
during  the  short  time  he  served  as  guard* 


No     as  far  as  I  know,  the  body  of  Mr.  LiDooln  never  was 
laid  out  in  the  Springfield  home.   When  I  was  acting 
guard.  his  body  was  ..-*•>•  on  the  road  coming  toward 

Springfield.   It  stopped  at  -ny  places  and  too,  so«  tl» 

to  set  to  Springfield. 

xo  gex   ku     *        o  beard  anything 

After  his  bodv  was  disposed  of,   I  nev.r  neara  wy         *o 
"  ^^   *~  r»ft+  know  what  became   of  it. 

rr:: si°s« " s,  ^ ^ .**« 

^dWetatled to  act  ««1  there  .as  no  farther  need 
of  a  guard. 
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